io8                               BECKET.                           ACT n.

Louis.

My lord, will you be greater than the Saints,

More than St. Peter? whom------what is it you doubt?

Behold your peace at hand.

BECKET.

I say that those

Who went before us did not wholly clear
The deadly growths of earth, which Hell's own heat
So dwelt on that they rose and darken'd Heaven.
Yet they did much.    Would God they had torn up all
By the hard root, which shoots again; our trial
Had so been less; but, seeing they were men
Defective or excessive, must we follow
All that they overdid or underdid ?
Nay, if they were defective as St. Peter
Denying Christ, who yet defied the tyrant,
We hold by his defiance, not his defect.
O good son Louis, do not counsel me,
No, to suppress God's honour for the sake
Of any king that breathes.    No, God forbid!

HENRY.

No ! God forbid ! and turn me Mussulman !
No God but one, and Mahound is his prophet
But for your Christian, look you, you shall have